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go on down, like figures in the Merry Widow Waltz, pace
by pace. With precision and dignity. My companion has
no German.
_§
. . . But these framed, printed announcements must be
obsolete! Like the wall-brasses up above, stating that the
ship was Clyde-built in the year 1904. Left-overs, the one
and the other. From some forgotten age.
. . . They state that the vessel belongs to the Port of
Hamburg. . . . They mean "belonged," of course. . . .
The Hamburger Something Gesellschaft are the owners.
"Were," it should be. . . . Captain So-and-So. Burthen,
so-and-so many tons. ... It is certified that she was
inspected at Hamburg and found in every way to conform
to the Imperial German Sea-Laws. . . . This year!
. . . Our Fuehrer and I sit side by side at the sunlit
naperies of the breakfast-table. It is very fortunate that we
are side by side. Our eyes need not meet.
. . . The lady on my left asks the aged grey steward, in
French, something about the menu. He does not under-
stand. She repeats herself in good, New York English. He
does not understand. She uses Yiddish. He appears lit up
within: he takes her language to be the dialect of Strasbourg.
He utters a flood of words only dimly understood by the
lady. He runs away. He returns with scrambled eggs. The
lady had wanted them poached. The dialect of Strasbourg
is to Yiddish as poached to scrambled eggs. The ship
sways to just the rhythm of one's breath. The North Foreland
glides by. . . . Eventually a grey hillside with clumps of
coppices on the shoulder. I used to own that spot once.
Slowly it glides by too. Tempi passati; tempi passati, Conrad
used to groan after he had left that place and mood.
§ _
. . . The aged steward explains that he does not under-
stand the Strasbourg dialect very well. He is very apologetic.
He was in Strasbourg only during the war. Thirty years
long he was in the Kaiserliche Marine, They drafted him

